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Was once upon a party of pleaſure 

with my Lord Braſs, the Earl of 
Pincaſe, Sir Humkin Buſs, the Earl of 
Pickaxe, and ſome noblemen. We were 
making the tour of Britain. We arri- 
ved pretty near Bath, when a diſpute 
happened amongſt us, whether we 
{ſhould go through it, or on one fide. 


The gentlemen's objections were, that 
we ſhould certainly be pick'd up and 


: 


Etain d. Damn it,“ ſays one, 1 
A 2 don't 
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room, There ſhe is! That's her! That's 


43 
don't know what you mean by being 
pick'd-up and detain'd, I never ſaw 
Bath in my life, and it has been painted 


to me in ſuch colours, that I would not 
miſs ſeeing it for the univerſe, How- 


ever, we will have no altercation abc 
it; let's put it to the vote.” It was ſo— 


carried for the queſtion, and through 


Bath we went, However, the gentle 
men were very right in their conjec- 
tures; we had not been long there, be- 
fore we were found out, and haul'd 
away to what they call'd the Gentle- 
men's Concert ; to hear one of the fineſt 
Baſſoon players in the world. As ſoon 


as we entered that very polite aſſembly, 


we were followed by one of the prettieſt 


little women I ever ſaw ; ſhe was moſt 


brilliantly dreſſed, and as ſoon as ſhe 
entered, a buzzing went all round the 
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the great Mrs. Draper: Some jumped 


on tables, ſome on the chairs, the little 
men pulled themſelves up by the maca- 
roni knockers of the tall men's wigs, to 
peep over their ſhoulders—There ſhe 
goes—that's the great Mrs. Draper. 
Pray, Sir,” ſaid I, (to a gentleman 
that ſtood near me), why is that lady 
.called the great Mrs. Draper ? ſhe's a 
pretty little woman, and ſhe's well dre 
Jed.” «© Why, I'II tell ye, Sir,” ſays he, 
her huſband died about a year ago, 
and left her a hundred thouſand pounds.“ * 
Damn it,” ſaid I, I wiſh ſome body 
would die and leave me ten thouſand, I 

ſhould be called the great at Mr. Maſley.” 
At this juncture, up gets the gentleman 
to play 6n the baſſoon— ſilence took 
place, which was ſucceeded by univerſal - 
'applauſe of the whole audience. Mrs. 
— dropped a number of favourable 
| A 3 | ſenti- 


(49 
ſentiments, (having took particular no- 
tice of his performance) — ſaid ſhe 
thought him perfectly a pretty fellow, 
and that he was the beſt performer in 
England.“ Now, Sirs, having kept one 
the firſt houſes of muſic in this kingdom, 
I had an opportunity of hearing the beſt 
performers on that inſtrument, and al 

moſt every other; but am clear I ſhall 

never hear his equal. Two or three of 
Tom's intimate acquaintance overhear- 
ing this, Gad,“ faid they, I believe 
Tom has made a conqueſt of the little 
widow— we'll adviſe him to fit by her.” 

An opportunity preſently offered 

ſwaps himſelf cloſe by her, and began to 

vhiſper ſoft things in her ear. Such an 

Intimacy enſued from this, that it be- 
came the public coffee-houſe chat, that 
it would be a match; and when he was 
Joked and rallied about it, he ſaid, he 
51 de believed 


| 
| 7 believed he ſhould be the happy man.” 
» He frequently went under her window 


to ſerenade her, and which ever of the 
4 ſervants heard the muſic, gave the alarm 
„ to madam's maid, the maid alarmed the 


3 miſtreſs, out of bed they jumped, up goes 
1 the ſaſh, and pop comes their nobs out of 
4 the window. One day he found her in | 
F a good humour, (as he thyfught)—told | 


her his deſigns were honourable mar- 
4 riage his intention —of a licence, a par- : 
; ſon, and fixing the happy day. Gad : 
F ſhe turned the tables upon him: told : 


tim, that * he was an impudent fellow; 
! that ſhe thought him very well as a mu- 
I ſician, or an acquaintance ; but as to ma- | 
7 trimony, ſhe had other-guiſe views.” | 
\ | Here's a rigg, ſays he! I have hum- | 
4 bug'd myſelf finely !—T ſhall be laughed 


3 at by the whole town! pointed at by all 
4 the boys !—by Gad, ſaid he, I'll go and 
4 A 4 burleſque 
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Taki: her. He oak two or three 
hands of miſc, and goes under her win- 


? 


197 


dow. Tou have heard an old ſong a- 

* Mrs. Draper viping her bum with 

brown. Paper, but che original ſprung 
? from this—And thus determined, we 
find lum under her window. 


bio: . SERENADE. 20 x 
Good r Mrs: Drape on mor- 
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. Terbunts pen. Fri 
UT 3 C2 E 1 Sit 3610 
Jon. Tom, Tom, why: don't you 
Wake? here's the muſic under the win- 


dow. Tis your turn how, I was up 


the laſt tine they came. tern L Ad 


Le Fo. Higho, higho,' [yawning]. pox 


en the fellow for coming oh duales froſty 


morning as this 1s. 
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| | Oh the Charming Miſtreſs Draper where is the Man 


"where is the Man that 


© can Eſcape her 


Chorus 
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Paper paper a quire of paper Is not 
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Enough for Miſtreſs Draper 
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O the charming Miſtreſs Draper, 
Mpere can be the man? 
Meer was a man that could eſcape her, 


75 om. Mrs. Betty, Mrs: Betty!—Lord 
have mercy upon me, how ſound a ſleep 
| ſhe is— Mrs. Bett!! 

Betty. What's the matter, firra? of 
Tom. Why, madam, here's-the mu- 
ſic come again. God bleſs you, Madam, 
don't go to ſleep again, to make me 'Y 
call you a ſecond. time, for *tis a very Y 
* morning. 4 

What noiſe 1s that? ' what's - I 
1 RO ER 2 | 

Bey. Waden, the ſellows ay the 4 
muſit is here. ; | ö 

Lady. Throw up the ſaſh; if like 
it, I'Il get out of bed. 


The 


5 6% 
De Second Verſe of the Song comes in here, 


O the lovely Miſtreſs Draper, . 


. When ſhe dance or ft ngs, 
0 She wins the heart of each [pedator, Q 


Lady. Betty, tis the prettieſt thing 
I ever heard ; throw up the other win- 
dow, and get my cardinal to throw over 


my ſhoulders. | | 
Betty. Madam, I kan it in my 


hand. 
Ve Third Verſe. 
O O the cleanly Miſtreſs Draper. 


_ Lady, What's that, Betty ? ? 

Berry. O Mx'am, ſome pretty ſimile 
or other. But pray, Madam, don't 
| ſpeak fo loud; you put them out; they 

ſtop. : 


The 


oY 
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The Third Verſe begins again 
O the cleanly Miſtreſs Draper, 
When ſhe goes to ſtool, 
She wipes her bum with ſtiff brown paper. 

Lady. Betty, Betty! Did you hear 
the rogues? 

Betty. Yes, Madam, I did, and I 
beg pardon ; for had I known the raf- 
cals meant to be ſo impudent and ſcur- 

rilous, I would not have diſturbed you 
for all the world. * 
' Lady. Get me the cloſe-ſtool: II 
bum them and ſpatter them too. Make 
| haſte, girl. 
| Here the Fourth Verſe comes in. 
© was I a linen draper 


Lady. What then ? | 

Betty, Lord, Madam, have patience; 
here's the cloſe-ſtool—tis pure full— 
Molly has not emptied it, 


Thy 
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| | De Song goes on __ 
O was I a knen-draper, 


T would give her r 297, 


Shed bave 1 rags 1 inſtead of brown . 
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Paper, paper, a quire of Safer; 
Ek 2 r enough fir M. ye 5 5 


So, out camel tier cloſe- ſtool upon 
their heads, and away _ run like a 


| 

| 

| 

| | 1453: At the End of the' Song. 
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InsTRUCTIONS how to make 
the MOCK BASSOON, 


and how to play upon it. 


- 


ARE a meſſage or common play- 

ing card, bend it the long way 

into three equal parts, preſs them down 
pretty cloſe; then put the card, thus 
bent, juſt within your lips; hum, or ſing 
through it, juſt as you have heard with 


a comb wrapped in paper; it will vi- 


brate, and produce a ſound, or tone, 


like the baſſoon ; and ſome people pre- 
fer it much before that inſtrument ill 
play'd. It ſometimes happens, that the 
card may be preſſed too cloſe ; in this 

caſe, 


— +... at 


t 14) 

caſe, lift vp the folds and put them to- 
gether again, preſſing them not ſo hard 
as at firſt : if this fails, and you cannot 
make the card ſpeak, put the end of 
your leſt thumb into one end of the -» 
card, and with your right thumb and 
fore-finger pinch it round, ſo as to make 

|, form a lip. This ſeldom fails, 
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